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CCLXIV.

LONDON, August 12, 1863.

DEAR friend, I thank you for your let-
ter, which I was expecting impatiently. I
thought London would be empty, and that
was the first impression which I felt, in fact.
But I perceived, after two days, that the
great ant-hill was still inhabited, and espe-
cially, alas! that people ate there as much as
last year. Is not the slowness of dinners in
this country inhuman ? It takes even ap-
petite from you. One has to remain two
hours and a half at table, and if one adds the
half hour which the men leave to women to
talk ill of them, it is always eleven o'clock
before the men return to the drawing-room.

The great men seem to me to have grown
old since my last visit. Lord Palmerston
has abandoned his false set of teeth, and is
much changed thereby. He has retained
his mutton chops and looks like a gorilla who
is gay. Lord Russell is not in such good
humor. The great beauties of the season
have gone, but they were not highly praised.
The gowns seemed to me, as always, veryeaten the raw onions,
